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Evans i examined it pretty closely and came to the conclusioc
that it was some tree completely unknown to me."
"I've been puzzled myself," began Sam, "about that dead tree
up here. Father said, what Evans said, that it was the Saint's
Thorn. But, as you say, it's clearly not a thorn, whatever else it
may be. Pm sometimes inclined to think------" He was interrupted
by the raised voices of some other people who were climbing
Wirral Hill that eve of the Crucifixion. Two of these were ap-
parently extremely aged men who had only that moment just
stopped to address some remark to a grotesque female figure who
was seated on one of the municipal iron seats that adorn the
slopes of Wirral. Sam, who knew every soul in the town, became
instantaneously aware of the identity of each one of this little
group of night-wanderers. He realised in a flash that one of the
old men must have overtaken the other in this ascent, and that
neither of them had any connection with the female they were now
so earnestly addressing. Sam, in fact, was sure he knew, what
it would have been difficult for either John or Barter to know,
that each one of these three wanderers had reached this spot inde-
pendently of the other two. But they formed, as the new-arrivals
slowly approached them, a singular and even a monumental
group. Had Mr. Evans been present he would have been re-
minded of one of those eternal vignettes in his favourite poet's
Purgatorio; for the hill was steep at this point; its ascent took
the breath of the three men and dulled their apprehension, while
the flooding moonlight, giving to all objects both near and far a
certain unearthly grandioseness, rendered their visual powers
dreamlike and distorted. When they reached the iron seat they
also stopped and stood, all three, side by side with the two old
men, surveying the solitary female who remained calmly seated
in front of all the five of them.
With the same speed with which it had turned upon its axis,
millions of years before the event occurred which gave to the
immemorial Grail of Glastonbury its new and Christian sig-
nificance, the old earth turned now, carrying with it Wirral Hill,
like the hump of a great sacred dromedary, and upon Wirral Hill
these five male bipeds, each with his staff of office decently con-
cealed, each with a wooden walking-stick, cut from the vegetable